States with a music-hall act, out of which he had made
a good deal of money. But he had fallen in love with
a girl, spent half his earnings on her, and, when she
threw him over, dissipated the rest in desperate gambl-
ing. So he entered the French Foreign Legion, served
three years in Africa and was invalided out with an
honourable mention. On his return he had met his
present wife, a music-hall actress who was with child by
another man. He had married her out of pity, and
now they lived a cat-and-dog life together in a house at
Wanstead, with the one alien child and three of his
own.
Told in his manner, with perpetual incursions into
Cockney, to keep in practice, his story sounded a chain
of flat lines. But Jack possessed the art of making even
the truth incredible. He showed me his discharge papers,
both from the Army and the Legion. They were all in
order, and he hadn't deserted. For the moment he was
less concerned to impress me with the hardness of his
past than with the bitterness of his present. His soul,
he said, was being torn by his work. His colleagues he
referred to as "these frightful pieces of work,9" The
latest unhappy incident in the store had occurred when
one of his superiors had consulted him about a bottle of
scent.
"Don't you think it's a bit aromatic, old boy ?s>
Jack had tentatively suggested.
"What d'ycm mean ?" the superior had demanded.
ceWell, aromatic......I mean, it smells rather
strong, doesn't it ?"
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